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yo The Tragedy of Othello f 

Oth. Let me fee your eyes - - lookc in my face, 

Def. W hat horrible fancy’s this ? 

Oth. Some ofyour fiimShon miftrifle, 

Leaue pracrejnt$alone,and fhutthe dore, 

Coffe,or cry hcm,if any body cotne. 

Your m iftet y ,your mifte ry : nay dilpatch., Exit Em. 

Def Vponmy knecs,what docs your fpeech import ? 

I vndciftand afury inyour words. 

Bus not the words. 

Oth. Why, what art thou ? 

Def Your wife my Lord, your true and loyall wife. 

0:b. Come, fwcare it, darn thyfdfe. 

Leaf: being like one of heauen,the diuclls thetnfeiues 
Should fcarc to ceafe thec,thereforc be double danabd, 

S we arc thou art heneft. 

Def. Heauen doth truely know it. 

Oth, Heauen truely knowcs,that thou art falfe as hell. 

Def. To whom, my Lord,vvith whom ? how am I falfe? 

Oth. O D cfdtmona,i\\ ay,away , away. 

Def Mas the hcauy day, why do you weepe ? 

Am l the occasion of tliofc ceares my Lord ? 

If haply you my father doe fufpeft. 

An Inflrument of this your calling backe. 

Lay not your blame on me ; ifyou haue kft him. 

Why Ibaue left him too. 

Oth. Had it pleas’d heauen 
To try me with affit<£Uon,had he ram’d 
AH kindes of foresland fhames on my bare head, . - v 

S : oep'd in e in pout r : y,to the very lips, 

Gillen to captiuuy,mc and my hopes, 

I fhould haue found in fomc part of my foulc 

A drop of patience; but alas, tomakc me 

Afixedhgurc,for the timcoLicornc, ^ 

To point his flow vnmouing fingers at--oh,on. 

Yet could I beare that too,wcll, very w-ell. 

But there : where I haue garner'd vp my heart. 

Where either I rnuftliue,or beare no life, 
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The zHAToore of Venice, 

The fountoine,from the which my currant ruunes. 

Or elfcdrycs vp , to be difearded thence. 

Or keepe it as a Ceflerne, for foulc Toades 
To knot and gender in turnc thy complexion there. 
Patience thy young and rofe-lip’d Chctubin, 

I here looke grim as Hell.. 

Def I hope my noble Lord dleemcs me honcfL 
Oth. O I, as fummers flies,afe in the Brambles, 

That quicken citen with blowing •. 

O thou blackc Wccde,why art fo louely fairc ? 

Thou fmell ll lo t wcete,that the fence akes at thee, 

Would thou haclil ne’re bin borne. 

Def. Alas, what ignorant finne haue l committed ? • 

Oth. Was this faire paper, this moll goodly booke 
Made to wtite whore on ? — What, committed ? 

Heauen flops the nofc at it, and the Moonc Winkes, 

The bawdy wind, that kiffes all it nnecccs,.. 

Is hufht within the hallow mine of earth. 

And will not liear’t: — what committed,-, impudent ffiumpcc 
Def. Bylicaucnyoudoemewrong. 

Oth. Arc not you a (Irumpct ? 

Def. No, ns 1 am a Chriftian : 

Iftoprefcruethis veffcllformy Lord, 

From any hated foulc vnlawfull touch. 

Be not to be a ftrumpet,I am none. 

Oth. What, not a whore ? 

DeJ. No, as I fhali be failed. Enter Emillia. 

Oth. Iftpeffiblc? 

Def. O heauen forgiuemfle. 

Oth. I cry you mercy, 

I tookc you for that cunning whore of fence. 

That married with Othello ; yoei nriflriffe. 

That haue the office oppofite to.Sv Peter, 

And kcepes the gates in hell,I,you,you,you ; 

Wc. ha done our courfe; there’s money for your paines, 

I pray you t urne the kty,and keepe oar counfell. Exit, 

Em. Alas, vrhat does this Gci>tiunan conceiuc ? 
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